T7;^ Tragedy, of Hatnkc ' : 

Jr^w.Giveyou good n^ht. 

A4^ar. O farewell honcft fouldiers : who hath relieved you ? 

Fra. Bernardo hath my place : give you good night. Exit Fratu 
Aiar-Holh Bar^ardo. 

Bar, Say>what is Horatio there ? 

Hora, A peece of him. < 

Bar, Welcome Horatio y\^t\como. good MarceUus* 

Hora> What, ha’s this thing appear’d againe to night ? 
have feene nothing. 

Mar. Horatio fayes ’tis but a phantafie. 

And win not let beliefe take hold of him, 

Touching this dreaded fight twice feene of uS ; 

Therefore I have entreated him along. 

With us to watch the minutes ofthis night, • 

That ifagainc this apparition come. 

He may approve our eyes and fpeake to it. 

Hora, Tuftijtufh, ’twill not appeare. 

Bar. Sit downe a while, 

,And let us oiiceagaine aflaile youreares 
That are fo fortified againft our flory> 

W hat we have two nights feene^. 

Hora, W ell, fit we downe, > ^ . ; 

And let us heare Barnardo (peake of this. : ' ' 

night of all, 

W hen yond fame ftar that’s Wefi ward from the Pole, 

Had made his courfe t’illumine that part of heavem 
W here' now it burnes , Marcelltu^nA my felfe,. 

The Bell then beating one. 

EfJter Gh>Ft^ 

Mar. Peace, breake thee off, looke where it comes againei 
Bar^ In the fame figure, like the King that’s dead. 

M ar. Thou art a Scholar, fpeake to it Horatio • 

Hor . Moft likei i t borrow es me with feare and wonder. 

Bar, It would be Ipoke to. / 

. Speake to it 

Hera, W hat art thou that ufurpfl: this time of nighty 
Together with that faire and warfike forme. 

In which the Majefty ofbuded Denmark^ 

Did 
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frkce of Dcnmarkc. 

Did Ibmetimes march ? by heaven I charge thee Ipcake. 
Mar. It is offended. 

^^r.Seeitfialkesaway. 

Hor* Stay, fpeake, (peake, I chafge thee (peake. 

Exit Ghofi * 

Tis gone and will not an(wer. 

Bar. How now Horatio ? you tremble and loQke pale • 

Is notthis (bmetbing more tnan phantafie ? 

What thinke you of it ? 

Before my God I might not this belcevc, 
Without the fenfible and true avouch 
Ofmineowne eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Hor, As thou art to thy felfe : 

Such was the very armour he had on, 

W hen he th’ ambitious Norway combated. 

- So frowny he once , when in an angry Parle 
He fmote the fleaded Pollax on the ice. 

’Tis firange. 

Mar, Thus twice before, and jumpe at this fame houre, 
•With martial! ftalke hath he gone by ourwateb. 

Hora. In what particular thought to worke I know nor. 
But in the grofle and (cope of mine opinion. 

This bodes (bme ftrange eruption to our State. 

Mar. Good now fit downe, and tell me he that knowesy 
Why this (ame firidl and moft obfervant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubjeft of the land. 

And with fueb daily coft of bralen Cannon, 

And forraine Mart for implements ofwarre ? 

W by (iichjmprelTe of fhip-wrights, whofe (ore taske 
Does not divide the Sunday from the weeke ? 

What might be toward, that this (\veaty bafte 
Doth make the night joint labour with the day ? 

Who is’t that can informe me ? 

Hora,^h 2 it can I : 

At leaft the whiiper goes (b. Our laft King, 

Whole image even but now appear’d to us, 

Was, as you know, by Fortinhrajfe of Norway^ 
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